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	All the Days of Our Lives

**Disclaimer:** I don't own Marvel!

* * *

><p>It's something when you lose almost everything, and there's not one soul out their that could help.<p>

This was what Natasha Romanoff was thinking as she sat outside.

Why had this happened?

She was living good at first, going to New York University, working a good job to pay student loans, as well as paying the the taxes to her apartment building that kept the letters from the IRS out of her mailbox.

Then suddenly she was laid off.

And things changed for the worse.

She couldn't keep up with her student loans, her tax pays were slipping, and to top it off the IRS were sending her letters.

All of this was why today she had gone to the courthouse to discuss with some of the people of the IRS what she liked to call "exaggerated buisness affairs."

The IRS had apparently thought of it to be a grand idea to tell her that due to her financial troubles, they would take her home away from her, in the next three months, if she didn't do something about it.

Not that that shaggy old apartment could be considered home, but still.

The thing that mattered now was that she was alone in what was happening to her. Her parents were dead before she even spoke her first words, and the orphanage she had lived in until she was eighteen wasn't exactly the best spot for making friends.

It really hurt that there was now really nowhere else to turn, since she had dropped college from her venue 2 weeks earlier, so that was definitely out of the picture.

So now she was just a soon-to-be homeless 26 year old?

Great. Just great.

Natasha sighed, as she put her face into her knees, resisting the urge to cry.

What would she do now?

...

"Are you sure you can manage?"

Steve Rogers nodded, as the mover man brought the last box of his belongings into his new apartment complex.

"I'll be fine."

Satisfied with this answer the mover man waved him goodbye, and departed, closing the door behind him.

Steve observed the room.

Compared to the house back at the farm, this was extremely...different.

Steve walked over to the last box the mover man had bought in, and dug around in it for a couple of seconds, before he found what he was looking for.

A picture.

The picture of his mother.

Steve smiled sadly, as he stared at his mother's picture. It had been over two months since she had died, and even now he still couldn't accept it.

He wiped his eyes as tears started to fall. He would have to stay strong, his mother would not have wanted to see him like this. He had come from the countryside of New York to the city part of it to move on to another stage of his. To move on from life in the country.

To come to terms with his mother's death.

Steve reluctantly put the picture down, and walked over to the doors of the balcony in his room. He opened then, and in came the cool September air. Once he walked to the rail he leaned over the balcony, the sight of the always busy city coming into view.

He sighed looking at all the people running about, there were more of them than the cars.

This city, New York city was just so crowded, the complete opposite of the country. With one more sigh he looked on reluctantly at the city that never slept, and he wondered.

Would he ever fit in?

...

Clint Barton growled, as he sat at a table alone at a local cafe.

Curse that damn agency.

It hadn't been his fault entirely that he had ruined the entire operation the CIA had assigned him on.

He admitted that he had made a mistake, a huge one at that, but it still hadn't been something big enough that he had to be kicked out the agency in whole.

Besides, he had seen people make even bigger mistakes, and still keep themselves from getting kicked out.

Clint groaned, there was some obvious bias behaviour going on around the CIA.

He leaned his head against his chair. What was he to do now? He had a wife, and two kids, with one on the way. Hell, he was even paying for a friend of the family's college tuition. Clint sighed. At least his wife was still getting a pretty good pay as a teacher at New York University.

As for him, he could at least stop paying his kids caretaker unnecessary money, and temporarily become a stay at home dad.

AKA, another jobless idiot.

...

Bruce Banner was not happy.

After having spent nearly six months in it, he had just been admitted to another two months in anger management therapy, and this time it hadn't even been a valid reason.

The guy had provoked him to the extreme, he should have just known not to mess with him.

But of course things didn't go his way. Now Bruce was going to be spending his time, wasting hours to hours, in this place doing absurd therapy sessions for two months straight.

Bruce drummed his fingers against the table, as he sat in the waiting room of the anger management center.

That damn therapist. Why was he making him pay that guys hospital bills, too? Had he even done anything that bad?

Bruce frowned, he would have to devise some plan to get out of coming to this place for the next two months.

Just the thought of being here for that long made him want to scream.

...

The broad Sun of daylight was annoying.

And it hurt like hell.

And it wasn't only the Sun, but the billboard with the face of _Him, _that man, all over it. It hadn't taken him long to put two and two together.

Tony was in no way ecstatic at this new development. If that damned doctor had only listened to him and kept him for just a while longer, he'd be free of this.

This corruption.

Spending eight months in drug rehab before recovering was tough, but the repercussions of recovering itself would have felt far more victorious if it had actually been a victory. He was a spook now, generically unknown by the public.

This was unfucking believable. And he had seen alot of things.

Seeing his company taken away and transformed wasn't anything he'd thought he'd ever see. Seeing himself being stripped of his title, thrown to the back of the closet and forgotten was also just _one of those things._

But Karma was a bitch, wasn't it?

"My name is Anthony E. Stark," he said aloud. It sounded weird coming out of his mouth. Hell, he was shocked he even remembered his own name. Not when he had physically and _mentally _changed.

"Are you okay?"

He looked besides him to see a woman looking at him. Due to the shape of her stomach, he could tell that she was pregnant; four or five months in. Concern was vibrant in her brown eyes. If he had been in the mood, he would have said something along the lines of "who the hell gave you any right to talk to me, again?", but instead, he leaned back on the bench (of a _damned park) _and said, "yes I'm fine. What makes you worry?"

"You were saying your name was Anthony E. Stark."

Once again, unfucking believable.

"You know," the woman whispered, leaning over, "he disappeared from the public eye months ago after being found in drug abuse, you wouldn't want to go around claiming yourself to be such a man."

"Such a man?" he found himself asking. "Now wait a damn minute, I don't know who the hell you are, but lady-" he stopped himself and bit his tongue. "Nice talk," he whispered, "but afterall, I am just a crazy homeless man, right?"

"I wouldn't call you that... But you should get some help."

Her voice had the mark of someone who had experience.

But it wasn't as if she knew a damn thing.

"I'll manage," he scoffed. He tried to ignore her pitiful sigh as he took long strides, but it took all his strength to keep his hands firmly planted in his pockets and not go back and choke her.

...

"Oh, how the mighty have fallen."

If anyone else had dared to let this slip out of their mouths, he would have compressed them. But this was no jester.

It was his mother.

"The mighty do not appear to be so mighty," Thor responded silently. Frigga frowned and wrapped her arms around her son's neck, despite him being a foot's taller than her. Thor hugged her waist. "It will not be hard to adapt, Thor," she said. "Your father-he'll let you come back when your ready."

"When I'm ready?"

Frigga gave her son a hard look. "You'll have much to learn out there. He wants you to learn about others, but most importantly, _yourself."_

Thor knitted his eyebrows at his mother. "I do not understand, is that not what I've been doing for all of my life?"

"Not in that way, Thor."

Before he could say or even ask her what she meant, a young women with dark hair walked into the doorway and stood firmly.

"They are ready, mistress."

Thor and Frigga exchanged grave looks. His mother nodded, "we will be there shortly, thank you Sif."

The woman lightly bowed before looking at Thor with forlorn eyes then sprinting out. "She'll miss you," his mother said. "I think she'll miss you the most." Thor only suppressed a scowl and said, "shell live, won't she?"

"But she-"

"Sif is strong and while she does not take lightly to this..." He couldn't help but smile. "She'll keep me alive."

"By causing trouble throughout all of London?"

"It's not 'trouble'," he corrected her. "If you were I, then you wouldn't just want to sit here and wait for a title that I may as well will never receive." He was pacing the room now, but he couldn't help it. Father had been wrong. All of them; the nobleman, the court.

He was _sure _the law had been wrong.

"Destruction is no prerequisite for a title," his mother sternly reprimanded. "You should know better than to do such things-you'll never get your respect among the House of the Lords if you don't-"

"I don't want that respect!"

His Mother didn't look shocked. Instead, she wore a look of complete content and peace. Her mouth formed into a line as she stared at him. She had known, for years now, that he didn't want it. It was his father's place.

But it didn't make him feel any less sorry.

"I did not mean to hurt you," he sighed. "It's just that..."

"No," she intervened with a smile. "You're right: no one should force you to do something you do not wish to do without your - your consent." Her face fell just as quickly. Thor sighed. She had always wanted him to follow in his father's path. But that was something he didn't want.

Ever.

He crossed his arms with a low growl. "You do not understand." And as she watched him leave the room, she sighed.

"No. That is something that you will truly have to learn to understand."

_"And that will be something we will all have to understand."_

* * *

><p><em>Like it? Hate it? Whatever you think, I'd like to know. I hope you'll join me on the road to completing this story, but until next time-<em>
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End file.
